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Queen  Victoria  Song-Book. 


God  save  the  Queen. 

GOD  fave  our  gracious  Queen, 
Viftoria,  our  noble  Queen, 
God  fave  the  Queea. 
Send  her  viftorious, 
Happy  and  glorious. 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  fave  the  Queen. 

O  Lord,  our  God,  arifc. 
Scatter  her  enemies. 

And  make  them — fall : 
Confound  their  politics, 
^ruftrate  their  knaviQi  tricks ; 
Dn  Viftoria  our  hopes  we  fix, 

Qod  fave  us  all. 

rhe  choiceft  gifts  in  ftore, 

)a  Victoria  be  pleas'd  to  pour, 

Long  may  (he  reign  j 
lay  flie  defend  our  laws, 
Lnd  ever  give  us  caufe, 
b  fing  with  heart  and  voice, 
-  Goifovejhe^ueea. 
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God  save  the  Queen. 

(By  an  American  Author.) 

GOD  fave  fair  England^s  Queen, 
Long  live  our  noble  Queen, 
God  fave  the  Queen  \ 
Far  as  her  laws  extend, 
Thy  choiceft  blefsings  fend, 
For  which  our  prayers  afcend, 
God  fave  the  Queen. 

On  her  ftill  youthful  head. 
Richly  thy  mercies  fhed, 

God  fave  the  Queen. 
Mould  all  her  thoughts  aright. 
Let  mercy  temper  might, 
And  England  biefs  the  fight 

Of  our  great  Queen. 

So  may  (he  wield  her  truft. 
That  men  may  hail  her  juft, 

God  fave  the  Queen. 
And  all  the  nations  fee, 
Worthy  fhe  is  to  be, 
Queen  of  the  great  and  free, 

God  fave  the  Queen. 

IVlay  England's  future  page. 
Make  her's  the  golden  age, 

God  fave  the  Queen. 
Be  it  Viftoria's  praife. 
To  dim  by  brighter  rays. 
Great  Befs's  fplendid  days. 

God  fav^  ^VX)ufcent 
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riiefe  prayers  we  offer  thee, 
Far  o'er  the  boundlefs  fea, 

God  fave  the  Queen  : 
Peace,  with  her  influence  bland. 
This  and  our  native  land. 
Unite  with  heart  and  hand, 

God  fave  the  Queen- 

Philadelphia,  April  1838, 

Queen's  Coronation. 

AROUSE,  aroufe  !  all  Britain's  ifle. 
This  day  fhall  all  the  nation  fmiie— 
And  blefsings  await  on  us  the  while, 

Now  {he's  crown'd  Queen  of  England— 
Vidloria,  ftar  of  the  Biunf\vick  line, 
Long  may  (he  like  a  meteor  fbine. 
And  blefs  her  fubjects  with  her  fniile, 
Vidloria,  Queen  of  England. 

Then  let  England,  Ireland,  Scotland,  join. 
And  blefs  thy  name  in  every  clime— 
In  unifon  we  all  combine 

To  hail  the  Queen  of  England. 
Choms. — Then  hail,  Vlfloria,  Roya!  Maid, 
For  it  never  (hall  be  laid, 
Thy  fubjecls  ever  were  afraid 
To  guard  the  Queen  of  England. 

Thy  lovely  form,  uith  fmiies  fo  gay, 
Juft  like  the  fun's  meridian  ray, 
Shall  cheer  thy  fubjects  on  their  way. 
While  thou  art  Queen  of  England. 
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WhiKl  tlioil  the  fceptre  flill  doft  fway, 
Britannia's  f  ansj  cheerful  and  gay, 
Shall  bhi^  tny  Coronation-day, 
Victoria,  Queen  of  England; 

Then  let  England,  Ireland,  Scodand,  join, 
And  blefs  thy  name  in  every  clime — 
In  unifon  we  all  combine 

To  hail  the  Queen  of  England. 
Chorus, —  Then  hail,  Vicloria  !  Royal  Maid, 
For  it  never  lhall  be  faid, 
Thy  fubjfds  ever  were  afraid 
To  guard  the  Queen  of  England. 

From  every  clime,  from  every  (hore, 
All  nations  fliall  their  treafures  pour, 
In  humble  tribute  to  ourftiore, 

Victoria,  Queen  of  England  : 
Then  iDay  Heaven,  with  its  fmiles  divine 
This  day  upon  Vicloria  fliine, 
And  a  thoufand  blefsings  attend  the  reign 

Of  Vi£loria,  Queen  of  England. 

Then  let  England,  Ireland,  Scotland  join. 
And  blefs  thy  name  in  every  clime— 
In  unifon  we  all  combine 

To  hail  the  Queen  of  England. 

Chorus. — Then  hail,  Vitloria  !  Royal  Maid, 
For  it  never  {hall  be  faid. 
Thy  fubjecls  ever  were  afraid 
To  guard  the  Queen  of  England. 

There's  Portugal,  and  likevvife  Spain, 
Each  governed  by  a  youthful  Queen, 
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3ut  of  all  the  SovVeigns  to  be  feen, 

None  like  the  Queen  of  England  : 
"lar  virtues  are  fo  very  rare. 
The  poor  fliall  ever  be  her  care, 
A.nd  all  her  generous  bounty  fhare, 

Victoria,  Queen  of  England. 

Then  let  England,  Ireland,  Scotland  join, 
A.nd  blefs  thy  name  in  every  clime — 
n  unifon  we  all  combine 
To  hail  the  Queen  of  England, 

Chorus,— Then  hail,  Victoria!  Royal  Maid, 
For  it  never  fliall  be  faid. 
Thy  fubjecls  ever  were  afraid 
To  guard  the  Queen  of  England. 

All  hail  her  Coronation-day, 

Long  o'er  us  may  flie  bear  the  fway. 

And  all  her  fubjecls  Hill  fliall  fay, 

God  blefs  the  Queen  of  England : 
Then  Britons  join  both  hand  and  heart. 
That  Heaven  may  all  its  joys  impart. 
And  flill  proteft  and  ever  guard 

Viftoria,  Queen  of  England. 

Jheii  let  England,  Ireland,  Scotland  join, 
And  blefs  thy  name  in  every  clime — 
in  unifon  we  all  combine 
To  hail  the  Queen  of  England, 

Chorus. — Then  hail,  Viftoria  !  Royal  Maid, 
For  it  never  fhall  be  faid» 
Tliy  fubjefts  ever  were  afraid 
To  guard  the  Queen  of  England. 

S 
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Wake,  Royal  Maiden. 

WAKE,  Royal  .\laiden,  from  thy  soft  repose, 
As  Zephyr  awakes  the  unfolding"  rose; 
So  we  like  ihe  bards  of  ihe  oiden  day, 
Would  greet  thee  with  music  and  uimstrei  lay. 
Oh,  fear  not  our  numbers  shall  break  on  your  slumbers, 

To  sing  of  the  g-races  that  smil'd  on  thy  birth; 
There  fragrantly  breathing  the  flowers  we  are  wreathing 
Shall  emblem  thy  virtues,  and  garland  thy  wortb. 
Like  a  vision- wrapt  sage, 
Fame  pierces  the  gloom 
Of  Time's  distant  pag*e. 

Which  thy  deeds  shall  illume. 
And  though  years  may  pass  ere  the  tablet  e>f  fame 
Shall  be  bright  with  the  records  that  blazon  thy  name; 
Yet  Britannia  prophetic  behold  the  proud  day, 
When  iUe  sceptre  of  freedom  Victoria  shall  sway. 
The  vision  is  briofht  as  her  own  natal  day- 
Awake,  Rose  of  England  !  and  smile  on  our  lay  ! 

Queen  of  my  Soul. 

RIZZIO'S  LAST  SONG. 

QUEEN  of  my  foul,  whofe  ftar-like  eyes 
Are  all  the  light  I  feek ; 
Whofe  voice  in  fweeteft  melodies 

Can  love  or  pardon  fpeak, 
I  bow  me  to  thy  love's  controul, 

Queen  of  my  foul! 
Mary,  Mary,  queen  of  my  foul ! 
The  mountains  of  thy  native  Chore 

Are  cold,  and  dim,  and  grey  ; 
Ah  !  linger  midft  their  clouds  no  more. 

My  home  is  far  away. 
Where  Italy's  blue  waters  roll, 
Queen  of  my  foul ! 
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The  perfum'd  rofe  for  thee  is  twinM, 

The  lute  awakes  its  (train  ; 
Then  (hall  the  withering  northern  wind 

Steal  all  thy  fweets  in  vain ! 
No,  fly  beyond  thy  fate's  control. 

Queen  of  my  foul ! 
Mary,  Mary,  queen  of  my  foul ! 

To  Victoria,  on  her  Birth-day^ 

BY  MR,  SOUTHEY,  POET  LAUREAT. 

SPRING  renews  its  golden  dreams. 
Sweet  birds  carol  'neath  each  fpray  ! 
Shed,  oh,  fun !  thy  milder  beams, 
On  the  faireft  flower  of  May  ! 

Hunters,  bring  the  cheering  horn : 

Minftrels  wake  the  cheering  lay- 
Crown  with  fong  the  natal  morn 
Of  the  faireft  flower  of  May  ! 

Lightly  o'er  our  early  rofe, 

Angels  pure,  your  wings  difplay; 

When  the  ftorm  of  forrow  flows. 
Shield  the  faireft  flower  of  Mayl 

Minftrels  of  a  free-born  land. 

Let  one  thrilling  note  repay. 
Her  whofe  fond  maternal  hand 

Rear'd  the  faireft  flower  of  May. 

Hcr's  the  toil  of  anxious  years, 

Her's  the  glory  of  this  day  ; 
Her's  a  nation's  grateful  tears. 

For  the  faireft  flower  of  May. 
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The  light  Guitar. 


OLE  AVE  the  gay  and  feftive  fcene, 
The  halls  of  dazzling  light, 
-And  rove  with  me  through  foreQ:s  green, 

Beneath  the  filent  night. 
There  as  we  watch  the  lingering  rays, 

That  (hine  from  ev'ry  ftar, 
ril  ling  a  fong  of  happier  days, 
And  ftrike  the  light  guitar. 

Vl\  tell  thee  how  a  maiden  wept, 

VVhen  her  true  knight  was  flain. 
And  how  her  broken  fpirits  flept, 

And  never  woke  again, 
ril  tell  thee  how  the  fteed  drew  nigh, 

And  left  his  lord  a-far» 
But  if  my  tale  fliould  make  thee  figh, 

I'll  ftrike  the  light  guitar. 

The  Boatie  rows* 

WEEL  may  the  boatie  row, 


And  liefome  may  the  boatie  row 
That  wins  the  bairns'  bread. 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows. 
The  boatie  rows  fu'  weel, 

Mickle  luck  attend  the  boat. 
The  murlain,  and  the  creeL 


And  better  may  flie  fpeed. 


O  v/eel  may  the  boatie  row. 
That  fills  a  heavy  creel, 
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And  clepds  us  a'  frae  tap  to  tae, 
And  buys  our  parrich  meal. 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows. 

The  boatie  rows  indeed, 
And  happy  be  th^  lot  of  a' 

That  wifh  the  boatie  fpeed. 

And  when  we're  auld,  and  fair  bow'd  down; 

And  hirplin  at  the  door. 
Our  bairns  will  row  to  keep  us  warm, 

As  we  did  them  before. 

Then  weel  may  the  boatie  row, 
She  wins  the  bairns'  bread  j 

And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a' 
That  wifh  the  boatie  (jpeed. 

Hearts  of  Oak. 

/^OME  cbeer  up,  my  Jads,  'tis  to  glory  westeer^ 
^  To  add  something  more  to  thi^^  wonderful  year. 
To  honour  we  call  you,  nor  press  you  like  slaves, 
For  who  are  so  free  as  we  sons  of  the  waves. 

Hearts  of  oak  are  our  ships,  jollj  tars  are  our  men, 

We  always  are  ready, 

Steady,  boys,  steady. 
We'll  fight  and  weMl  conquer  again  and  again. 

We  ne'er  see  our  foeSj  but  we  wish  them  to  stay, 
Tbey  never  see  us,  bat  they  wish  us  away, 
If  they  run,  why  we  follow,  and  run  them  ashore, 
For  if  they  won't  fight  ns,  we  cannot  do  more. 
Hearts  of  oak,  &c. 

They  swear  they'il  invade  ua,  these  terrible  foes, 
They  frighten  our  womta,oi4r  children,  and  beaux 
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But  sbould  their  flat  bottoms  in  darkness  get  o'er, 
Still  Britons  thej'U  find  to  receive  them  on  shore. 
Hearts  of  oak,  &c. 

We'll  still  make  'em  run,  and  vre'll  still  make  'em 

sweat, 

In  spite  of  the  French  and  Brussels  Gazette, 
Then  cheer  up,my  lads,  with  one  heart  let  us  sing, 
Oursoidiers,  our  sailors,  statesmen,  and  Queen, 
Hearts  of  oak,  &c. 

The  Gypsey  King. 

OH,  'tis  Tm  the  gypfey  king. 
And  where  is  there  king  like  me  ? 
No  trouble  my  dignities  bring, 

No  other  is  half  fo  free, 
In  my  kingdom  there  is  but  one  table. 
All  my  fubjects  partake  of  my  cheer  ; 
We  would  all  drink  Champagne,  were  we 
As  it  is,  we  have  plenty  of  beer.      [able  j 
For  Vm  a  gypfey  king* — Hal  ha ! 

A  king,  and  a  true  one  am  I, 

No  courtier  nor  minifter  fear  ; 
I  fee  ev'ry  thing  v/ith  my  eye. 

And  hear  ev'ry  thing  with  my  ear. 
No  confpiracy  I  apprehend. 

Among  brothers  and  equals  I  rule  ; 
We  all  help  both  to  gain  and  to  fpend, 

And  get  diunk  when  the  treafury's  full ! 
For  I,  &c. 

I  confefs  that  I  am  but  a  man. 

My  failings  who  pleafes  may  know  j 
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)er,'m  fond  of  my  girl  and  niy  can, 
And  jolly  companions  a-row, 
Vly  fubjefis  are  all  kind  to  me, 

They  don*t  grudge  me  the  largeft  gUfe, 
Sov  yet  that  I  hold  on  my  knee 
At  this  moment  the  prettiett  lafa. 
'  For  I,  &c. 

S'e'er  a  king  do  I  envy,  nor  Keyfer, 

Who  fits  on  a  golden  throne  ; 
And  ril  tell  you  the  reafon  why>  fir, 

Here^s  a  fceptre  and  ball  of  my  own. 
To  fit  the  night  through  in  a  crown, 

IVe  a  notion  mine  ears  'twould  freeze  j 
So  1  pull  my  old  nightcap  down. 
And  tipple  and  fmoke  at  my  eafe. 
For  I,  &c. 

The  Mariner's  Child. 

THE  tempest  stiU  ra^ed,  and  the  white-crested  ocean 
Rose  like  a  proud  victor  o'er  spoils  newly  made; 
W  here  many  a  wreck  felt  a  foundering  motion^ 
And  many  a  corpse  on  the  rocks  cast  to  fade. 

And  loud  was  the  waihng  then  found  in  the  offing*, 

That  startled  the  seamen  from  solitude  wild  ;  ^ 
And  many  an  echo  responding  seem'd  scoffing", 
1  he  cry  of  the  sea-boy — the  mariner's  child. 

The  youth  was  now  seen  'midst  the  waters  upspringing, 

lo  grasp  at  the  fragments  that  rose  on  the  wave  ; 
Then  pity  would  fancy  the  whirlwind  was  singing 
His  dirge  as  he  sank  to  a  fathomless  grave. 

But  who  can  describe  her  warm  bosom's  emotion. 
When  on  sped  our  pinnace  thro'  surf  foaming  M^ild  ; 

And  snatched  from  the  terrors  of  death  and  the  ocean. 
The  poor  little  aea-boy — the  mariner's  child. 
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The  great  Sea  Snake. 

PERHAPS  you  all  have  heard  of  a  yarn. 
Of  a  famous  large  (ea-fnake  ; 
That  once  was  feen  off  the  ifle  Pitcairn, 

And  caught  by  Admiral  Blake. 
Now  lift  not  what  land- lubbers  tell. 

But  give  an  ear  to  me  ; 
And  PI!  tell  you  what  me  befel, 
'Caufe  Pve  juft  come  from  fea. 

Tol  iol,  &c. 

This  fnake  he  meafur'd  miles  twice  two. 

But  there  they  furely  lied, 
For  i  was  one  of  the  very  flbip's  crew 

By  whom  its  length  was  tried. 
One  morning  from  his  head  we  bore. 

With  every  ftitch  of  fail ; 
And  going  at  ten  knots  an  hour. 

In  iix  months  came  to  his  tail. 

Tol  lol,  kc. 

As  curld  all  up  this  fnake  did  lay, 

Five  hundred  miles  about ; 
A  (hip  by  chance  came  by  that  way 

For  a  colony  fet  out. 
This  fnake  miftook  for  their  promisM  lands 

A  grievous  thing,  good  lack ! 
Men,  women,  babes,  a  thoufand  hands, 

All  lodg'd  on  this  fnake'tj  back  ! 

Tol  lol,  kc. 

And  there  they  liv'd  for  a  year  or  two, 
With  oxen,  pigs,  and  flheep  j 
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The  fnake,  you  may  believe  it  true, 

Was  all  the  while  afleep.  ^ 
3ut  when  they  built  a  handfome  church, 

And  houfes  of  a  row, 
The  fnake  he  left  them  in  the  lurch, 

By  diving  down  below. 

Tol  loi,  &c. 

^ow  once  on  end,  with  all  his  ftrength, 

To  ftand  this  fnake  did  try  ; 
3ut  when  he'd  got  up  half  his  length, 

His  head  did  touch  the  Iky, 
Some  feamen  whom  this  fnake  did  note, 

Thought  'twas  fam'd  TenerifF  ! 
So  ftraightway  lent  the  jolly-boat 

For  frefti  water  and  beef. 

Toi  lol,  &c. 

Rory  O'Moie. 

'YT'OUNG  Rory  O' More  courted  Kathleen  Bawn, 
X    lie  was  bold  as  a  hawk,  and  she  soft  as  the  dawn. 
He.  wished  in  liis  heart  pretty  Kathleen  to  please, 
^nd  he  thought  the  best  way  to  do  that  was  to  teaze, 
Now  Rory  be  easy,  sweet  Kathleen  would  cry^ 
Reproof  on  her  lip,  but  a  smile  in  her  eye, 
AViih  your  tricks  I  don't  know  in  truth  what  I'm  about, 
Faith  I'm  teaz'd  till  I've  put  on  my  cloak  inside  out. 
Ob,  jewel,  says  Rory,  that  same  is  the  way, 
Tou've  threatened  my  heart  for  this  many  a  day, 
And  its  glad  that  T  am,  and  why  not  to  be  sure. 
And  'tis  all  for  goodlock,  says  bold  Rory  O'More. 

Indeed  then,  nays  Kathleen,  don't  think  of  the  like. 
For  I  ga?e  a  promise  to  sootheriHg  Mike, 


Th«  ground  that  1  walk  on  he  loves,  IMI  be  bound. 
Faith,  says  Rory,  Vd  rather  love  yoa  than  the  ground  ; 
Now,  Rory,  I'll  cry  out,  if  you  don't  let  me  go. 
Sure  I'm  dreaming  each  nio^ht  that  Vm  hating  you  so. 
Oh,  says  Rory,  that  same  I'm  delighted  to  hear. 
For  dreams  always  go  by  contraries,  ray  dear  ; 
Ob,  jewel,  keep  dreaming  the  same  ti'l  you  die. 
And  bright  morning  will  give  dirty  night  the  black  lie. 
And  *tis  pleas'd  that  I  am,  and  why  not  to  be  sure. 
Since  'tis  all  for  good  luck,  says  Rory  O'More, 

I've  made  myself  drinking  your  health  quite  a  haste. 
So  1  think  after  that  1  may  talk  to  the  priest  : 
Then  Rory,  the  rogue,  stole  his  arms  round  her  neck. 
So  soft  and  so  while,  without  freckle  or  speck. 
And  he  looked  in  her  eyes  lhat  were  beaming  with  light. 
And  he  kiss'd  her  sweet  lips — don't  you  think  he  was 
right  ? 

Now,  Rory,  leave  off,  sir,  yoii'il  hug  me  no  more. 
That's  eight  times  to-day  that  you've  kiss'd  me  before. 
Then  here  goes  another,  says  he,  to  make  sure, 
For  there's  luck  in  odd  numbers,  says  Rory  O'More, 

Young  Kate  left  her  daddy  and  mam  in  the  lurch. 
And  off  with  young  Rory  she  trudg'd  to  the  church. 
When  tied  and  made  one,  he  cried  out  with  such  joy, 
Arrah  Kate,  won't  you  have  a  most  beautiful  boy. 

0  Rory,  she  cried,  you're  so  full  of  your  fun. 
Since  the  first  time  I  saw  you  poor  Kate  was  undone. 
Botheration,  cried  Rory,  what  comes  in  your  head, 
Sure  you  can't  be  undone  till  we're  both  snug  in  bed. 
Then,  Hory,  come  here  now,  and  kiss  me  again. 

1  will,  faith,  says  Rory,  and  that  makes  up  ten, 
I'll  kiss  and  hug  you  till  morning,  I'm  sure, 
Smce  'tij  all  (ot  good  luck,  says  bold  Rory  O'Morc; 


How,  when,  and  where. 

OH,  tell  me  when,  and  tell  me  where. 
Am  1  to  meet  with  thee,  my  fair  ? 
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'II  meet  thee  in  the  fileiit  night, 
h  Vhen  ftars  are  Ihining  gentle  light, 
Enough  for  love,  but  not  too  bright, 
To  tell  who  blutlies  there. 

Tou've  told  me  when,  now  tell  me  where 
9»  fVm  I  to  meet  with  thee,  my  fair  ? 
'11  meet  thee  in  that  lonely  place, 
Where  fiovv'rets  dwell  in  fweet  embrace. 
And  zephyr  conies  to  fteal  a  grace. 
To  ftied  on  the  midnight  air. 

You've  told  me  when,  and  told  me  where^ 
I  But  how  (hall  I  know  thouMt  be  there  ? 
ThouMt  know  it  when  I  fing  this  lay. 
Which  wandering  boys  on  organs  play. 
No  lover  fure  can  mifs  his  way, 
When  led  by  this  fignal  air— - 
Fal  la  la — this  fignal  air. 

I  wish  he  would  decide* 

I WISH  he  would  decide,  mamma, 
I  wifti  he  would  decide, 
Tve  been  a  bridesmaid  twenty  times,  , 

When  (hall  I  be  a  bride  ? 
My  fifter  Ann,  my  coufin  Fan, 
The  nuptial  knot  have  tied. 
Do  what  I  will,  Tm  fingle  ftill, 
I  wifti  he  would  decide, 

I  throw  out  many  hints,  mamma» 
I  fpeak  of  other  beaux, 
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I  talk  about  dome  ft  ic  life, 

And  fing  '  they  don't  propofe.' 
But,  ah  !  how  vain  each  piteous  ftraln, 

His  youthful  heart  to  guide. 
Da  what  I  will,  Vm  fingle  ftill, 

I  wifli  he  would  decide. 

1  really  (hall  infiit,  mamma. 

If  nothing  intervenes, 
My  brother  Thomas  queftions  him. 

And  aiks  him  what  he  means: 
And  if  he  means  to  break,  mamma. 

My  pafsion  or  my  pride, 
Uoconquer'd  yet,  Cbali  fcorn  regret, 

Yet"I  wifli  he  would  decide. 

I  love  lier,  how  I  love  her! 

I LOVE  her,  how  I  love  her, 
Though  mine,  alas  !  (he  never  can  be : 
1  he  fun  that  fliines  above  her, 
Is  far  lefs  bright  to  me. 

The  time  by  tears  I  meafure, 
I  prize  my  fatal  treasure, 
And  feel  a  fatal  pleafure 

In  fuffering,  dear  love,  for  thee, 

Deep  in  my  bofom  concealing  the  fierce  fl  ime 
1  hat  confuines  me,  ne'er  e'en  to  the  lhall 

my  lips  reveal. 
All  the  woes  I  feel  ; 
The  voice  of  honour  I  obey— it  fpeaks  ia 
friendftiip's  facred  name. 
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The  brave  old  Oak. 

A  ^^^^         the  brave  old  oak, 

r"V    Who  hath  rulM  iti  the  2:reenwoo(l  \or\^^ 
{ere's  health  and  renown  to  his  broad  g;reen  crowo; 
And  his  fifty  arms  so  strong. 

here's  fear  in  his  frown,  when  the  sun  goes  down, 

And  the  fire  in  the  west  fades  out  ; 
iud  he  showeth  his  nn^iht  (vn  a  wihl  midnight. 

When  the  storm  thrt>ngh  his  branches  shout. 

Thr^n  l)ere*s  to  the  oak,  the  brave  old  oak, 

Who  stands  in  his  pride  alone ; 
And  stiil  fl  urish  he  a  hale  green  tree. 

When  a  hundred  years  are  gone. 

n  the  days  of  old,  when  the  Spring  with  gold. 

Had  brightened  his  branches  grey, 
fhrough  the  grass  at  his  feet  crept  maidens  sweet. 

To  gather  the  dew  of  May. 
Vnd  on  that  day,  at  the  rebeck  gay. 

They  frolic'd  with  lovesome  swains- — 
They  are  gone — they  are  dead—.in  the  chtirch-yaid  laid^ 

But  the  tree  it  still  rt^mains. 

Then  here's,  Sec, 
le  saw  the  rare  times,  when  the  Christmas  chimes 

Was  a  merry  sound  to  hear — - 
i\'hen  the  squire's  wide  hall,  and  the  cottage  small 

Was  61  Pd  with  good  English  fare, 
^ow  gold  hath  tiie  sway,  we  all  obey. 

And  a  ruthless  king  is  he  

But  he  never  shall  send  our  ancient  friend. 

To  be  toss'd  on  ibe  Ntormy  sea. 

Then  here's,  &c. 

Come,  dwell  with  me. 

COME,  dwell  with  me,  come,  dwell  with 
me, 

dvid  our  home  ihaUbejand  our  home  Ihali  be 
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A  pleafant  cot  in  a  tranquil  fpot, 
With  a  diftant  view  of  each  changing  fcene. 
My  cottage  is  a  magic  fcene, 
The  flieltering  boughs  feem  ever  green. 
The  ftreamlet,  as  it  flows  along. 
Seems  murmuring  forth  a  fairy  fong. 
Come,  dwell  with  me,  &c. 

The  tendrils  of  the  purple  vine. 
Around  the  ruftic  porch  ftiall  twine, 
The  woodbine  and  the  myrtle  flower, 
Shall  make  each  cafement  feem  a  bower. 
I  will  not  make  thee  once  regret. 
The  gay  faloons  where  once  we  met, 
^Twill  be  my  pride  to  hear  thee  fay. 
Love  makes  this  valley  far  more  gay. 

My  Father  Land* 

WRITTEN  BY  W.  T.  MONCRIEFF,  ESQ, 

I HEAR  them  fpeak  of  my  Father  land. 
And  feel  like  a  mountain  child  ; 
When  they  tell  of  the  gallant  Yager  band. 

And  the  chamois  bounding  wild. 
Of  the  fnew-capp'd  hills  to  Heaven  that  foar 

Where  the  avalanches  fall ! 
And  the  Chalets  joy  when  the  chafe  is  o'er^. 
And  the  Rans  des  vache  they  call :  | 
And  when  the  tear  would  dimn  mine  eyes, ! 

I  raife  the  Alpine  lay; 
In  the  rapid's  roar  I  drown  my  fighs, 
And  dance  fad  thoughts  away. 

La,  la,  &c. 
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D'er  the  mighty  Hudfon's  banks  I  roam, 

Through  our  giant  forefts  llray  ; 
And  breathe  a  figh  for  that  mountain  home5 

And  the  joys  fo  far  away. 
In  thought  at  eve  I  join  each  fport, 

And  the  paftor's  blefsing  (hare. 
With  the  maidens  in  their  kirtles  (hort. 

And  iheir  golden  bodkin'd  hair: 
And  when  the  tear  would  dim  mine  eyes, 

I  raife  the  Alpine  lay  ; 
In  the  rapid's  roar  I  drown  my  fighs, 

And  dance  fad  thoughts  away. 

La,  la,  &c. 

Nothing  in  Life  can  sadden  us. 

By  Thomas  Moore. 

Q  NOTHING  in  life  can  sadden  us, 

^    While  weVe  wine  and  arood  humour  in  store. 

That  and  a  little  of  love  to  madden  us. 

Say  whereas  the  fool  that  can  labour  for  more. 
Come,  then,  bid  Ganymede  fill  every  bowl  for  you, 

Fill  up  a  brimmer,  and  drink  as  I  call : 
I  am  going  to  toast  every  nymph  of  my  soul  to  you— 
Aye,  by  my  soul,  Tm  in  love  with  them  all. 
Dear  creatures,  we  can't  do  without  ihem, 

They're  all  that  is  sweet  and  seducing  to  man  ; 
Coaxing,  sighing  about  and  about  *em, 

We  doat  on  them,  die  for  them,  all  that  we  can. 

Here's  toPhillis,  whose  innocent  bosom 

Is  always  agog  for  some  novel  desires, 
To-day  to  get  lovers,  to-morrow  to  lose  'em. 

Is  all  that  the  innocent  Fhillis  requires  : 
Here's  to  the  gay  little  Jessy  that  simpers. 

So  vastly  good -humour 'd  whatever  is  done, 
She'll  kiss  you,  and  that  without  whining  or  whimpers, 

And  do  what  she  will  with  you  all  the  day  long. 

^  Dear  creatures,  &c.  ^ 
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A  bumper  to  Fanny  ;  I  know  that  you*ll  scorn  her. 

Because  she*s  so  proud,  and  her  nose  Is  80  curlM, 
But  if  you  e*er  chatted  with  Fan  in  a  corrier, 

Y©u*d  say  she's  the  best  little  girl  in  the  world. 
Another  to  Lydia,  still  struggling  with  duty. 

And  asking  her  conscience  still  whether  she  should^ 
While  her  eyes,  in  the  silent  confession  of  beauty, 

Says,  only  for  something  I  certainly  wuuld. 
Dear  creatures,  &c. 

Fill  for  Chloe,  bewitchingly  simple, 

Who  angles  the  heart  without  knowing  its  lure. 
Still  wounding  around  with  a  blush  or  a  dimple, 

Nor  seeming  to  feel  that  she  also  can  cure. 
Here's  pious  Susan,  that  saint,  who  alone,  sir. 

Could  ever  have  made  me  religious  outright. 
For  had  I  such  a  dear  little  saint  of  my  own,  sir, 

Fd  down  on  ray  knees  to  her  all  the  long  night. 
Dear  creatures,  &c. 

Comin'  through  the  Rye 

GIN  a  body  meet  a  body, 
Comin'  through  the  rye, 
Gin  a  body  kifs  a  body, 

Need  a  body  cry  ? 
Ilka  lafsie  has  a  laddie, 

Ne'er  a  ane  hae  1 ; 
But  a'  the  lads  they  love  me  well, 
And  what  the  waur  am  I  ? 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Comin*  frae  the  well, 
Gin  a  body  kifs  a  body, 

Need  a  body  tell  ? 

Ilka  lafsie,  &a 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 
Comin'  frae  the  ^own. 
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tin  a  body  kifs  a  body, 
Need  a  body  frown. 

Ilka  Jenny  has  her  Jockey,  &a 

The  Gypsey  Prince^ 

more,  no  more  shall  the  notes  of  love 
^     Inspire  my  minstrel  lay  ; 
he  song'  of  the  harp,  and  the  voice  of  the  do\^^ 
Must  yield  to  the  battle  fray, 
he  foe  is  up,  and  the  knights  are  met, 
In  the  proudest  and  best  array, 
lid  the  trumpet  sounds,  *  to  arms,  to  arms  i* 
And  the  clarion  calls  away* 

No  more,  &c, 

hus  sung  a  youth,  in  whose  dark  eye  flash'^d 
The  soul  of  true  chivalry  ; 
hose  bosom  had  ne'er  been  vanquished  by  fear^ 
And  whose  arm,  like  his  soul,  was  free, 
ti,  on  he  rushM  to  the  battle-field, 
FoUow'd  fast  by  a  daring  band  ; 
ho  heard  the  cry,  ^  to  arms,  to  arms  I 
Strike  for  your  native  laad.* 
No  more,  &c, 

\e  strife  was  oe'r,  and  the  youth  returned, 

[n  joy  to  his  Greenwood  bride  ; 

It  glory  was  his,  and  the  trumpet  of  fame 

Re-echoed  it  far  and  wide. 

id  he  who  fought  in  the  forest  garb 

And  led  on  the  gypsey  band, 

)w  wears  on  his  brow  a  proud  warrior's  wreath, 

And  is  prince  of  his  native  land. 

No  more, 
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Some  love  to  Roam. 

qOM  E  love  to  roam  o'er  the  dark  sea  foam, 

Where  the  shrill  winds  whislle  f.ee, 
But  a  chosen  hand,  in  a  mountain  land, 

And  life  in  the  woods  for  me; 
When  morninj^  beams  in  the  mountain  streams, 

Oh !  merrily  forth  we  g^o, 
To  follow  the  stag"  on  the  mountain  crag, 
And  to  chase  ihe  mountain  roe. 

Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  6cc, 

The  deer  we  mark,  in  the  forest  dark, 

And  the  prowlin<4^  wolf  we  track, 
And  our  good  right  cheer,  is  the  wild  boar  here, 

Oh!  why  should  the  hunter  lark. 
With  steady  a^im  at  ihe  bounding  game, 

And  a  heart  that  fears  no  foe. 
Id  the  darksome  glade,  in  the  forest  shade. 

Oh  !  merrily  forth  we  go. 

Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  &Co 

Heart  and  Lute, 

T  GIVE  thee  all,  I  can  no  more, 

Tho'  pure  the  offering  be  ; 
My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  store 
That  1  cm  bring  to  thee. 

A  lute  whose  gentle  song  reveals 

The  song  of  love  full  well. 
And  better  far  a  heart  that  f<^els 

Much  more  than  lute  could  telL 

Tho'  love  and  song  may  fail,  alas, 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away, 
At  lea!;t  'twill  make  them  lighter  pass, 

Or  gild  them  if  they  stay. 

Jf  ever  care  his  discord  flings 

OVr  life's  ^^nchanted  strain, 
Let  love  hut  gently  touch  the  strings, 

*Twill  all  be  sweet  again. 
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